Porter sank back within a shadow and listened to the talk. It was loud, about the War and not about the War. After a few drinks, the Americans lost their shyness and began quarreling with one another. Their girls consumed great amounts of liquor, and like pickups everywhere, took exception to all that was said.
Porter was tired and slightly dizzy. Tomorrow he would go to the beach, he thought, and perhaps it would be better. He was not sure the people about him were having fun, but there was little doubt they were more skilled than he at at tempting it. When his drink came he downed it, thinking to return to the hotel. Perhaps there were late movies on their TV. They finished several more drinks and then sat, stupid, grinning at each other. The band returned and began to play "Sweet Georgia Brown," loudly and badly. It was not a movie, he thought. It was not a movie or the girl would not be pregnant and a taxi would appear merely by raising one's arm to yell, "Taxi!" Still, something made him feel as though he were on film. He decided that a girl, any girl, would do that to him. He tried to be full of good cheer and manliness. But it was necessary to write the script as he went along. Before him as he walked, ate or smiled or pulled a trigger, was a camera.
He stood at the curb and searched for a taxi. The rain rolled from his skin like oil and the whole world slid. He held high his head, so if there were a camera across the street, it might zoom in for a close-up of his wrinkled wet face.
He accepted and then shrugged off the rain; it rained everywhere he knew but in Arkansas. There the corn died beneath the bleach of the sun.
There was no taxi. He glanced back to catch Helen's smile; it bothered him for her to stand. He thought to suggest she return within until he could find a taxi, and turned from the curb. Then, in the corner of an eye, he caught the great hulk of an omnibus, melting and steaming its way down the drenched streets. It was strangely colorless in the rain. He motioned to Helen, suddenly enjoying himself, enjoying Helen: the red, white and blue neon flickering before her face, lending her smile an erratic wet beauty. He took her hand when the bus stopped, helped her up the steps, guided her to a seat. 
